and arranged the limp folds of the duster, communi-
cating by some means the histrionic moment to the
horses so that they too flicked their glittering coats
and tossed their leashed heads^ and Into Simon's wizened
- black face there came an expression indescribably
inajestical as he touched his whlphand to his hat-brim*
Bayard got into the carriage and Simon clucked to the
horses^ and the onlookers^ halted to admire the^ momen-
tary drama of the departure^ fell behind*

There was something different in Simon^s air to-
day, In the very shape of his back and the angle of his
hat; he appeared to be bursting with something momen-
tous and Ill-contained,, But he withheld it for the time
being and at a dashing, restrained pace he drove among
the tethered wagons about the square and swung into a
broad street where what Bayard called paupers sped
back and forth in automobiles; withheld it until the
town was behind and they trotted on across burgeoning
countryside cluttered still with gasoline-propelled
paupers but at greater intervals, and his employer had
settled back for the changing and peaceful monotony
of the four-mile drive. Then Simon checked the team
to a more sedate pace and turned his head.

His voice was not particularly robust nor resonant^
yet somehow he could talk to old Bayard without diffi-
culty. Others must shout in order to penetrate that wall
of deafness within which Bayard lived, yet Simon could
and did hold long* rambling conversations with Mm In
that monotonous, rather high sing-song of his, par-
ticularly while in the carriage, the vibration of which
helped Bayard?s hearing a little.

"Mist* Bayard done got home,?? Simon remarked in .
a conversational tone.

Old Bayard sat perfectly and furiously still for a